She could not sleep for a little. She thought of things
to tell Macedonia, and to see to directly she reached the
theatre. Many, many little things had to be done; she
imprinted these on her memory, and settled the order of
their doing. She thought, then, of the giver of the gifts,
the Prince. She had met and talked with the Prince. He
was not by any means the indifferent person of gossip.
She compared that gracious, earnest, very simple, active
man with the tactless boor of Brasanian's ill-natured tale,
and the gossip of the others. "He is always going about
with old priests and lawyers, reading old Gospels and
obsolete laws." Well, the old often had wisdom. Old
Gospels and laws preserved what was true and just.
Whatever has been true and just will have something
of truth and justice always. She thought it possible that
if the Emperor and the Court liked the Ballet, the Green
Faction might contrive to trouble the next performances.
With this thought she fell asleep.

It was a busy day at the theatre. At an early hour
people had begun to gather at the entrance and in the
street, either to admire the design of the Swan Maidens
or to take positions from which to watch the Imperial
procession. Theodora was busy throughout the morn-
ing. From time to time, when she could get out lor a
gulp of air in the intervals between the runs-through,
she heard here and there the strains of the Green bands
and the barkings of the Green orators. When the doors
at last opened, the audience entered. The officials of the
Court and the families of the Prefects came to their
seats; the house glittered and was fragrant. Theodora,
who had contrived to come to the front of the house for
a moment, recognised some of the faces and remembered
some of the gossip about them. As she waited near the
little door which led to the stage, she heard the distant
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